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SONGS 


B  Y 


CAPTAIN    MORRIS. 


PART  THE  FIRST. 


N<^.  I. 
DRINKING  SONG, 

\T  7HEN  the  fancy-flirring  bowl 

Wakes  its  world  of  pleafure. 
Glowing. vifions  gildmj  foul, 

And  life's  an  endlefs  treafure ; 
Mem'ry  decks  my  wafted  heart, 

Frefli  with  gay  delires, 
Rays  divine  their  heat  impart, 
And  Idndling  hope  infpires. 

B  CHORUS 
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CHORUS. 

Then  who'd  be  grave, 

When  wine  can  fave 
The  heavieft  foul  from  finking, 

And  magic  grapes 

Give  angels  Ihapes 
To  every  girl  we're  drinking-? 

II. 

Here  fweet  benignity  and  love 

Shed  their  influence  round  us, 
Gathered  ills  of  life  remove, 

And  leave  us  as  they  found  us  : 
Tho'  my  head  may  fwim,  yet  true,  , 

Still  to  nature's  feeling ; 
Peace  and  beauty  fwim  there  too, 

And  rock  me  while  I'm  reeling. 
Then  who'd  be  grave?  &c. 

HI. 

On  yc  rith's  foft  beauty  tender  truth 

Her  penfive  leffon  taught  me ; 
Age  foon  mock'd  the  dream  of  youth, 

And  wifdom  wak'd  and  caught  me ; 

A  bargain 
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A  bargain  then  with  love  I  knock't, 
To  hold  the  pleaiing  gipfey  ; 

When  wife,  to  keep  my  bofom  lock't, 
But  turn  the  key  when  tipfey. 

Then  who'd  be  grave  ?  &c. 

IV. 

When  time  had  'fwag'd  my  heated  heart, 

The  grave  boy,  blind  and  fimple, 
Forgot  to  cool  one  little  part, 

Jufl  flulh'd  by  Lucy's  dimples  : 
That  part's  enough  of  beauty's  type, 

To  warm  an  honeft  fellow, 
And  tho'  it  touch  me  not  when  ripe, 

It  melts  ftill  while  I'm  mellow. 

Then  who'd  be  grave  ?  &c. 

V. 

Life's  a  voyage  we  all  declare, 
With  fcarce  a  port  to  hide  in  ; 

Perhaps  it  may  tp  pride  or  care  ; — 
That's  not  the  fea  I  ride  in  : 


B  2  Here 
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liere  floats  my  foul  'till  fancy's  eye 
Her  realms  of  blifs  difcover ; 

Bright  worlds  that  fair  in  profpefl:  lie, 
To  him  that's  half  feas  over. 


CHORUS. 

Then  who'd  be  grave. 

When  wine  can  fave 
The  heavieft  foul  from  finking, 

And  magic  grapes 

Give  angel  fhapes 
To  every  girl  we're  drinking  ? 


N^.  II. 
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THE  TREATY  OF  COMMERCE. 

I. 

'T^ROTH,   Miller  John  Bull,  you're  a  pretty 

milch  cow ! 
Oh,  what  do  you  think  of  us  Volunteers  now  ? 
Sure  I  told  you  the  work  we  kick'd  up  in  the  flate, 
Before  it  was  finifli'd  would  all  be  complateJ 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me ! 

II. 

Troth,  I  told  you  laft  year  (if  you  call  it  to  mind) 
What  we  left  you  before  we  would  not  lave  behind  j 
And  wasn't  I  right  now  ?  by  hook  or  by  crook  j 
For  all  that  we  left  you  is  all  that  we  took  I 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  I 

But 
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m. 

But  'twas  deadly  good-natur'd  in  you,  to  lay  down, 
With  the  wrongs  of  our  trade,  all  the  rights  of  your 

own ! 
'Twas  a  mighty  home  flroke  of  magnanimous  pride 
To  break  your  own  backs  for  the  thorn  in  our  fide  I 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 

IV. 

Oh,  like  fools,  we  defpair'd  that  our  terms  would 

go  down  ! 
Or  fuch  fliarp  propofitions  befweet  to  the  Crown ; 
Then  how  pleafing  to  find  your  proud  fl;omachs  to 

fall! 
When  we'd  thrown  'em  up  firft,  that  you  fwailow'4 
them  all ! 

With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 

Sure 
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Sure  I  hard  Mailer  Orde  now  relate,  in  his  place, 
All  your  bountiful  gifts  of  fuperfluous  grace, 
Jafus  !  how  we  all'llar'd  while  he  empty'd  his 

fconce ! 
To  find  fuch  a  big  bag  of  bleffings  at  once  I 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 

VI. 

Oh,  the  brave  Britiih  fubjedt  I  his  looks  were  f® 

fweet, 
V^^hen  he  laid  down  your  cafe  and  your  trade  at 

our  feet ! 
.  And  the  comments  he  made  too,  the  v,rife  little  elf-, 
To  ihew  us  that  Britain's  no  friend  to  herfelf ! 

With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 

The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 

Troth, 
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VII. 

Troth,  it  plais'd  him,  he  faid  (could  a  Briton  fay 

more  ?) 
That  the  trade  of  jour  country  would  fliift  to  our 

fliore  y 
And  that  England's  difallers  had  funk  her  fo  low, 
The  good  tidings  he  brought  us  would  finilli  the 

blow  ! 

With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ors, 

The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  I 

VIII. 
Then  he  faid,  'twas  contriv'd  too  by  part  of  the 

That  without  Irifh  linens  ye  can't  make  a  Ihift. 
Troth  now,  ladies,  and  that's  a  goodmeafure  for  you, 
Whenthe  linen  comes  over,  the j/ard  will  come  too ! 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  I 

Now 
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IX. 

Now  we  took  it  moft  kind  that  your  ruler  of  ftate 
(Who,  they  fay,  has  no  parts,  but  the^ar^j-  in 

his  pate) 
Should  for  female  commodities  open  a  door, 
And  let  freely  the  great  Irijh  Jiaple  come  o'er  ! 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 

X. 

^Twould  have  botlier'd  my  head  now,  the  words 

Pitt  let  fall, 
When  you  gave  us  fo  much,  you  gave'  nothing  at  all  ^ 
But  in  Dublin  I  heard  his  interpreter  fwear, 
Th'^X.jtothirig  in  England  means  every  thing  there  I 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me ! 


But 
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XI. 

But  jour  iniaifter  fa js  now, ' '  We've  got  all  we  can: 
"  The  two  ftates  mull  bejoin'd  on  a  permanent 

"  plan." 
Bj  my  flioul,  he's  a  joiner  of  notable  craft, 
Who  loofens  all  ties  now — to  bind  us  more  faft ! 
With  mj  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me ! 

XII. 

And  he  fays  when  all  duties  and  drawbacks  are  paid. 
That  the  navy  will  want  what  we  make  in  our 

trade. 
Troth,  fhe  will  want  it  all.  Now  he's  right  on  that 

fcore : 
And  fhe'll  want  it,Godhelp  her,  for  ever,  and  more. 
With  my  Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me ! 

If 
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XIII. 

if  yon  wifli  now  to  know  how  our  cards  we  hava 

plaj'd, 
Why  we  took  up  our  clubs,  and  we  threw  down 

our  fpade : 
So  je  dealt  us  all  trumps  now  for  that  very  thing  : 
And  fo  Pam  became  civil  as  well  as  the  King. 

With  my  Eallinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 
Ballinamona  Ora, 

The  Treaty  of  Commerce  for  me  ! 


Ci  N^.III. 
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No.  III. 
BILLY'S  TOO  YOUNG  TO  DRIVE  US. 

I. 

IF  life's  a  rough  journey,  as  moraliils  tell, 
Englifhmen  fure  make  the  bell  on't ; 
On  this  fpot  of  the  earth  they  bade  Liberty  dwellj 

Whim  Slavery  holds  all  the  reft  on't ; 
They  thought  the  beft  folace  for  labour  and  care^ 

Was  a  ftate  independent  and  free,  Sir ; 
And  this  thought,  tho'  a  curfe  that  no  tyrant  can 
bear, 
Is  the  blelling  of  you  and  of  me,  Sir. 

Then  while  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel. 
We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  bleflbleffing  we  feel,. 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel  j 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 


Ths 
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II. 

The  car  of  Britannia,  we  all  muft  allow, 

Is  I'eady  to  crack  with  its  load,  Sir : 
And,  wanting  the  hand  of  Experience,  will  now 

Moft  furely  break  dpwn  on  the  road,  Sir ! 
Then  mull  we,  poor  palTengers,  quietly  v/ait 

To  be  cruih'd  by  this  mifchievous  fpark,  Sir, 
Who  drives  a  damn'd  job  in  the  carriage  of  ftatcj 
And  got  up  like  a  thief  in  the  dark,  Sir? 

Then  while  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel, 
We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  bell  bleffing  we  feel, 
And  Vv'atch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  Vvheel ; 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  U5. 

III. 

They  fay  that  his  judgment  is  mellow  and  pure^ 

And  his  principles  virtue's  own  t}"pe,  Sir  : 
I  believe  from  my  foul,  he's  a  fon  of  a  w~re. 

And  his  judgment  more  rotten  tlian  ripe,  Sir ; 
For  all  that  he  boalls  of,  what  is  it,  in  truth, 
B\it  that  mad  with  ambition  and  pride,  Sir  j 
'  Jle's  the  vices  of  age  for  the  follies  of  youth, 
•  And  a  damn'd  ded  of  cunning  befide,  Sir, 

Then 
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Tlien  while  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  wc 
reel, 

We'll  keep  unahus'd  the  beftbleffing  we  feej* 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel ; 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 

IV. 

The  Squires,  whofe  reafon  near  reaches  a  fpanj 

Are  all  with  this  prodigy  ftruck,  Sir, 
And  cry,  "  'Tis  a  crime  not  to  vote  for  a  man 
"  Who's  as  chafte  as  a  baby  at  fuck.  Sir  I" 
But  pray  let  me  afk,  had  his  virtue  prevail'd, 

What  foul  would  to  heaven  come  near,  Sir  ? 
Not  one';  for  the  whole  generation  had  fail'd. 
And  God's  creatures  had  never  been  here,  Sir, 
Then  while  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel, 
We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  beft  bleffing  we  feel. 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel,; 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 


It's 
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V. 

It's  true,  he's  a  pretty  good  gift  of  the  gab, 

And  was  taught  bj  his  dad  on  a  ftool,  Sir ; 
But  the'  at  a  fpeech  he's  a  bit  of  a  dab, 

In  the  ftate  he's  a  bit  of  a  tool,  Sir. 
For  Billy's  pure  love  for  his  covintry  was  fuch. 
He  agreed  to  become  the  cat's  paw,  Sir !  ^ 
And  fits  at  the  helm,  while  it's  turn'd  by  the  touch 
Of  a  reprobate  fiend  of  the  law,  Sir  I 

Then  while  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel,  i 

We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  heft  bleffing  we  feel. 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel ; 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 

VI. 

Tho'  reafon  united  a  N — h  and  a  F — x, 

The  world  of  this  jun£lion  complain.  Sir, 
But  what's  that  to  his,  who  join'd  with  a  pox 

To  the  cabinet  pimp  of  the  Tharfe,  Sir  ! 
Who  fold  to  a  high-fiying  Jacobite  gang 

The  credit  of  Chatham's  great  name,  Sir ! 
That  pleas'd,  we  might  hear  the  Young  Puppet 
harangue, 

"While  J- — nk — f — n  plays  the  eld  game,  Sir  I 

Thea 
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Then  v/hlle  thro'  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel, 
We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  beft  bleffing  we  feel^ 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel- 

Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 

VIL 

They  fay,  his  ;?7/^  parts  ate  a  niighty  good  prop 

To  puih  up  Britannia's  affairs,  Sir ! 
But,  we  all  of  us  know,  tho'  he  ftand  at  her  topy 

Her  bottom  will  die  in  defpair^  Sir ! 
Then  with  Freemen^  who  on  ia,fair  bottom  would 
tread, 
Here's  a  toafl  that  Frn  fure  muft  prevgil,  Sir  ! 
Britannia  !  and  May  he  ne'' er  Jlafid  at  her  Head 
Who  never  can  s  i  and  at  her  TAIL,  Sir  ! 

Then  while  thro  this  whirlabout  journey  we 

reel, 
We'll  keep  unabus'd  the  beil  bleffing  we  feel^ 
And  watch  ev'ry  turn  of  the  politic  wheel ; 
Billy's  too  young  to  drive  us. 


N^.  IV. 
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N«.  IV. 


BILLY    PITT 


ANfi 


THE  FARMER. 


I. 

C<  IT  down  nelgboiirs  all, 

^     And  I'll  tell  a  merry  ftory 

About  a  Britilh  Farmer 

And  Billy  P — tt,  the  Tlotji 
I  had  it  piping  hot 

From  Ebenezer  Barber, 
Who  fail'd  right  from  England, 

And  lies  in  Bofton  harbour. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  wow  wow. 
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11, 

This  Billy  lie  is  call'd 
Britaniiia's  Prime  Ruler, 
Tho'  he  be  but  a  puppet 

That's  hung  out  to  fool  hejre ! 
'     His  name  is  a  paflport 
To  get  in  old  finners ; 
So  he  deals  the  cards,  that 

The  knaves  may  be  winners ! 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  idy  iddy. 
Bow  wow  wow. 

III. 

He  was  bred  up  a  Whig, 

But  with  Nabobs  to  thrive,  Sir; 
Who  have  votes  in  the  houfe, 

About  two  out  of  five,  Sir. 
He  gave  up  the  people, 

And  vow'd  to  his  fcandal, 
They  fhou'd  feek  for  their  bread 

Without  daylight  or  candle  I 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  vow  wow. 

Now 
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IV. 

Now  it  hap'd  to  the  country 

He  went  for  a  bleffing. 
And  from  his  State-Dad 

To  get  a  new  lelTon. 
He  went  to  Daddy  Jenlcy, 

By  Trimmer  Hal  attended, 
In  fuch  company,  good  lack ! 

How  his  morals  muft  be  mended ! 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  wow  wow» 

V. 

This  Harry  was  always 

A  Haunch  friend  to  Boflon ; 
His  bowels  are  foft, 

For  they  yearn'd  for  Indollan. 
If  I  had  him  in  our  townfliip, 

I'd  feather  him  and  tar  him ; 
With  forty  lacking  one  too, 
I'd  lam  him  and  I'd  fear  him. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  v/ow  wow 

Ds 
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With  his  Ikin  full  of  wine,  and 

His  head  full  of  ftate-tricks, 
Sham  reforms,  commutations. 

And  the  reft  of  his  late  tricks, 
He  came  back  with  Harry, 

Two  birds  of  a  feather ; 
And,  both  drunk  as  pipers, 

They  knock 'd  their  heads  together. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy^, 
Bow  wow  wow. 

VIL. 

Now  fo  it  fell  out,  that 
This  pair  were  benighted, 
And  drove  out  of  the  road ; 
So  the  Itatefman  alighted : 
And  to  get  in  again 

Away  fcrambl'd  they,  Sir, 
To  find  the  back  road 

Unto  the  king's  highway.  Sir. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  wow  wow. 


Long 
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VIII. 

Ijong  loft  In  the  dark  were 
Thefe  lights  of  the  nation ; 
But  ftumbl'd  at  laft 

To  a  fmall  habitation ; 
To  which  they  march'd  up ; 

While  the  fowls,  in  confufion, 
Thought  their  lives  were  aim'd  at 

Bj  this  bold  intrufion  I 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  Iddr, 
Bow  wow  wow. 

IX. 

The  dogs  bark'd,  ducks  quack'd,    '■ 

And  fore  Billj  baited  j 
The  wife  fhe  crj'd  out, 

*SWe  be  all  ruinated  ;'* 
Then  ftraightwaj  fhe  fnatch'd  up 

The  vefTel  ftie  pifs'd  in. 
To  poiir  on  the  head  of 

This  darkling  Philiftine. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fai  lal  de  iddj  iddj. 
Bow  wow  wow. 


Th& 
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X. 

The  hufband  awak'd,  by- 
Hex  rage  and  her  fcreaming. 

And  Ihrewdly  fuppofing 

His  wife  might  be  dreaming  5 

To  make  matters  fliort, 
Snatch'd  his  gun,  in  a  fury. 

And  cry*d,  "  Sons  of  Belial ! 
**  I've  got  v/hat  will  cure  ye." 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  wow  wow. 

xr.. 

Then  Billy  began  for 

To  m.ake  an  oration, 
As  oft  he  had  done 

To  bamboozle  the  nation  ; 
But  Hodge  cry'd,  *'  Begone,  or 

"  I'll  crack  thy  young  crown  for't  j 
Thou  belong'ft  to  a  rare  gang 

"  Of  rogues,  I'll  be  bound  for't." 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddy, 
Bow  wow  wow» 


Now, 
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XII. 

*  Now  Hodge,'  quoth  the  wife, 

*  Don't  you  mind  his  loud  bant'ring, 

*  For  certain  he  has  under 

*  His  coat  a  dark  lantern  j 

*  Shut  the  gate  of  the  court  5 

*  If  he  once  gets  within  it, 

«  He'll  whip  up  the  hachjlalrs 
«  I'll  be  bound  in  a  minute. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddj  iddy. 
Bow  woiv  wow. 

XIIL 

Then  the  wife  flie  went  on : 

*  Can  you  go  for  to  fay  now 

^  Any  good  upon  earth  made  thee 

*  Take  this  by-way  now  ? 

*  Thou  cam'ft  to  get  foot  in 

*  The  houfe  ;  that's  the  plan  on't ; 

*  And  fo  let  in  thy  gang, 

*  For  to  make  what  they  can  on't. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddj  iddj. 
Bow  wow  v/ovv. 


I)  on't 


XIV. 

*  Don^t  you  hear  Ijow  the  braxen-fac*! 

*  Rogue  now  pretends,  maa? 

*  He  crept  up  in  the  dark 

'  But  for  virtuous  ends,  man  ' 

*  He  fays  he's  our  friend ! 

*  But  its  no  fuch  a  thing,  man, 

*  The  impudent  dog  would 

^  Say  fo  to  the  King,  man  !* 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddj  iddjr, 
Bow  wow  -wow, 

:5cv.  . 

Then  Billy  perceiving 

The  wife  in  a  fury, 
And  knowing  his  deeds  woul3 

Not  ftand  woman's  jury, 
Felt  the  fpirit  of  Jenky 

A  dangerous  potion  i 
And  roar'd  out  to  Harry 

To  fpeak  for  the  motion. 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  'i^dif^ 
Bqw  wow  wow. 


rh^ 
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XVI. 

Then  Harry  ftept  up  ; 

But  Hodge  ihrewdlj  fuppofing 
His  part  was  to  Ileal, 

Whilft  the  other  was  profing, 
Let  flj  at  poor  Billy, 

And  Ihot  thro'  his  lac'd  coat ; 
Oh,  what  a  pity  'twas 

It;  did  not  hit  his  waiftcoat  I 

Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  iddj. 
Bow  wow  wow. 

XVIL 

Solid  menof  Bofton 

Make  no  long  orations  ; 
§olid  men  of  Bofton 

Banilh  ftrong  potations  \ 
Solid  men  of  Bofton 

Go  to  bed  at  fun-down, 
And  never  Icfe  your  way,  *         ,    " 

Like  the  loggerheads  of  London- 
Bow  wow  wow,  fal  lal  de  iddy  idd/^ 
Eow  wow  wov/. 

E  N°.  V, 


[  -^^  i 
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THE  TRIUMPH  OF  VENUS, 


*^  1  ^  H  O'  Bacchus  may  boad  of  his  care -killing 
bowl, 

And  Folly  in  thought-drowning  revels  delight. 
Such  worfliip,  alas  I  hath  no  charms  for  the  foulj 

When  fofter  devotions  the  fenfes  invite  > 


/  IT. 

To  the  arrow  of  Fate^  or  the  canker  of  Care, 
His  potions  oblivious  a  balm  may  beftow : 

But  to  fancy,  that  feeds  on  the  charms  of  the  fair. 
The  death  of  Reflexion's  the  birth  of  all  Woe  I 

III. 

What  foul  that's  poff.^11  of  a  dream  fo  divine. 
With  riot  would  bid  the  fweet  vifion  begone  ? 

For  the  tear  that  bedews  S.enfibility's  fhrine 
Is  a  drop  of  more  worth  than  all  Baccbus's  tun. 

The 
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IV. 
The  tender  excefs  that  enamours  the  heart 

To  few  is  imparted  ;  to  millions  derij'd : 
'Tis  the  brain  of  the  viftim  that  tempers  the  dart, 

And  fools  jell  at  that  for  which  fages  have  dy'd, 

V. 

Each  change  and  excefs  hatli  thro'  life  heen  my 
doom ; 
And  well  can  I  fpeak  of  its  joy  and  its  ftrife : 
The  bottle  aiToirds  us  a  glimpfe  thro'  the  gleam, 
But  Love's  the  true  funfliine  that  gladdens  our 
life. 

VI. 

Come  then,  rofy  Venus,  and  fpread  o'er  my  iight 
The  magic  illufions  that  ravilh  the  foul ! 

Awake  in  my  breaft  the  foft  dream  of  delight, 
And  drop  from  thy  myrtle  one  leaf  in  my  bowl  3 


£  ^  Thsi 


VIL 

"I'hen  deep  will  I  drink  of  thfe  ne£lar  divine, 
Nor  e'er,  jollj  god  I  from  thy  banquet  remove  J 

But  each  tube  of  my  heart  ever  thiril  for  the  wine 
That's  mellow'd  by  Friendfliip,  and  fweeten'd 
by  Love. 


isfo.  vi. 
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N3.  VI. 
^dBDRESSED  ^0  LABT  ****y 

WHO  ASKED   CAPTAIN   MORRIS 

WHAT  THE  PASSION  OF  LOVE  WAS? 

I. 

YOU  alk  me,  IVhat's  Love  /'—Why,  that  vir, 
tue-fed  vapour, 
Which  poetsfpreadover  ourlongings  jlikegauze; 
May  do  for  a  fwain  who  Can  feed  upon  paper  ! 
But  ■&€&  is  mj  diet,  and  bldod  is  the  caufe; 

11. 

A  delicate  tendre,  fpun  into  Flatonitf, 

Suits  the  feminine  fop, — whom  no  beauties 
provoke ; 

But  the  blood  of  a  Welchman  is  hot  and  laconic, 
And  he  loves  as  he  fights,  with  a  word  and  2iJiroke 

Yet, 
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III. 

Yet,  I  grant  you,  there  is  a  fweet  madnefs  of 
pailicn, 
A  raptiir'd  delirium  of  mental  delight ; 
The',  alas  !  vay  dear  Madam,  not  five  in  the  nation 
Whofe  fouls  have  an  optic  to  view  the  bleft 
light. 

IV. 

But  we  fpeak  not  of  mindsof  diilinguilh'd  feleclioHp 

But  Love,  common  love,  in  its  earthly  attire, 
Which, believeme,  when  drefs'din  this  high-fiowii 
aiFe£lion, 
Wears  tl^e  thread-bare  difguife  of  a  bankrupt 
defire, 

V. 

For  the  bofom's  deceit,  like  the  fpendtlirift'3  pro- 
full  on. 

As  the  fubftance  declines  rich  appearances  tries; 
More  gaj  as  more  weak,  till  this  fplendid  delufion 

In  a  pang  of  bright  vanitj  dazzles  and  diesi 

Ah! 
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VI. 

All  !  i£  in  a  flrain  of  pure  fentlmcnt  flowing, 
No  animal  warmth  checks  the  eloquent  tongue: 

'Tis  the  trick  of  a  coxcomb  to  boaft  jour  undoing ; 
And  pride,  tafte,  or  impotence  prompts  the  foul 
wrong  ! 

VIL 

Fpr.  Love,  in  a  tumult  cf  foft  agitation, 

O'ercome  with  its  ardor,  bids  language  retire  ; 

And,  loft  in  emotions  of  troubled  fenfi^don, 
Still  breaths  tlie  foft  accent  of  filent  deiiig. 

VIII. 

Yes,  the  god's  on  the  wing  when  a  delicate  damon 
In  ficklj  compofure  fits  down  to  refine  ; 

Jor  Love,  like  a  heclic,  when  weaklj  t^AeJiamcn, 
Still  brightens  the  Ikin  as  the  folids  decluic. 

TX. 

If  fuch  be  the  Love  jou  propofe  in  the  queftion, 
No  doubt  it's  a  phantom,  drefs'dupbjthemuid; 

And,  believe  me,  it  is  not  a  fubftance  to  reft  o;i, 
Bntthefraudof  col^  bofcms  and  Vanity's  blind. 

But 
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But  for  me,  my  dear  Madam,  a  poor  carnaliinrier, 
Whofe  love  keeps  no  Lent,  or  on  rhapfody 
ftarves ; 

With  the  fliarpfauce  of  hiinger  I  fall  to  my  dinner,, 
And  take,without  for uple.  what  appetite  carves. 

XL 

So,  my  good  Lady  *  *  *  ''j  all  beauty  and  merit, 
You.  fee,  the'  I  doat  on  your  face  and  your 
mind, 
Xhe  devil  a  grain  Ihould  I  feel  of  Love's  fpirit,^ 
If  looks  didn't  warrant  your  ftiape  and  your 
kind. 

XIL 

With  this  tafle  you,  perhaps,  will  upbraid  my  vile-. 
nature  : 
But  thus  Hands  the  cafe,  and  in  truth  to  my 
theme, 
Were  my  millrefs  the  firfl,  both  in  mind  and  in 
feature, 
Unfex  her,  and  paffion  v/ould  fade  like  a  dream* 


M 
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XIII. 

As  a  Poet,  indeed,  IVe  a  licence  for  fiction  j 
To  drefs  in  heroics  the  treacherous  heart  • 

But  take  the  fad  truth,  and  excufe  the  plain  didliorij 
For  Icve  moves  with  me  in  an  honejier  part^ 

XIV. 

B\it,perhap3,  you  niayknov/  fomething  more  of  the 
matter ; 

Then  deign  to  inform  the  dull  foul  of  a  brute— 
A  hint  of  your  mind  woxild  moft  pleafirigly  flatter 

And  to  hear  it  I'd  always  be  willing  and  mute. 


N^.  VI!. 
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N^.  VII. 


JHE  WESTMINSTER  TRIUMPH, 


i. 

V  T  7H1LE  Vid'rj  fmiles  on  patriot  -^orth, 
And  Wifdom  fhouts  applaufe,  Sir, 
What  joy  to  think,  amidft  our  mirth, 

We've  fought  in  Freedom's  caufe,  Sir  I 
That  Liberty  our  fatlier's  won 

Their  fons  have  well  defended  j 
And  faithfully  that  duty  done 

Which  Heav'n  for  man  intended. 

CHORUS. 

For  Weftminfter's  free  fons  have  fliewnj 
When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 

That  Britons  rais'd  a  Brunfwick's  throne 
For  Freedom's  prefervation. 


See 


[     35     ] 
II, 

See  with  what  juft,  yet  jealous  pride, 

Our  fathers  watch'd  the  Crown,  Sir  ! 
Beneath  their  eye  no  King  could  llride 

Beyond  his  legal  bound,  Sir. 
They  liv'd  in  loyal  duty  brave, 

While  Freedom  inark'd  his  fway,  Sir : 
But  when  abus'd  that  pow'r  they  gave, 
As  quick  they  took  away,  Sir. 

For  Weftminller's  free  fons  have  fliewn, 

When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 
That  Britons  rais'd  a  Bn^nfwick's  thron* 
For  Freedom's  prefervation. 

IIL 

Look  back,  and  fee  what  blood  hath  llain'di  • 

Our  page  in  civil  fight,  Sir ; 
When  bold  Prerogative  difdain'd 

A  free-born  nation's  right.  Sir  !    * 
What  tears  have  drown'd  this  widow'd  land 

When  monarchs  rul'd  by  will,  Sir  ! 
And  but  for  Patriot  Virtue's  hand, 

Thofe  tears  had  trickl'd  Hill,  Sir. 


Fa  For 
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For  Weftminfler's  free  fonstave  fhewji. 
When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 

ThatBritons  rais'd  a  Brunfwick's  throne 
For  Freedom's  prefervation. 

IV. 

And  nov/,  when  Britain's  drooping  head 

Can  fcarce  withftand  its  foes,  Sir, 
Shall  he,  whofe  talents  kingdoms  dread, 

A  defpot  frown  depofe,  Sir  ? 
Shall  Britain's  King  the  Whigs  difdain. 

On  whom  the  empire  refts,  Sir  ? 
Or,  when  half's  loft,  fliall  Tories  reign 
The  guardians  of  the  reft,  Sir ; 

For  Weft minfter's  free  fons  have  ftiewB, 

When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 
ThatBriton'srais'd  aBrunfwick's  throne 
For  Freedom's  prefervation. 

V. 

Shall  public  good  be  thus  betray'4 

In  Britain's  humbleft  hour  ? 
A  falling  nation  lofe  the  aid 

Of  Wifdom's  ampleft  pow'r  I 

In 


[    37    ] 

in  days  like  thefe,  Ihall  fav'rites  daiie 

To  rule  by  court-applaufe,  Sir  ? 
And  he  who  loves  the  people,  bear 
No  fway  in  Britain's  caufe,  Sir  ? 

For  Weftminfter's  freefons  havcihe-wii, 

When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 
That  Britons  rais'd  a  Brunfwick's  throne 
For  F;:eedoni's  jprefervatioii. 

VL 

Forbid  it  Fate,  that  Freemen  'born 

For  public  zeal  be  hated  I 
Or  bend  beneath  that  prince's  fcom 
Whom  Freedom's  voice  created  1 
For  no  hereditary  right 

To  crowns  enflave  our  vows,  3ir ; 
'Tis  Freedom  gives  and  binds  'em  tight 
On  patriot  princes  brows,  Sir. 

For  Weftminfter's  free  fons  have  iliewa, 

When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 
ThatBritons  rais'd  aBrunfwick's  throne 
For  Freedom's  prefervation. 


The^ 
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VII, 

llren  be  the  triumph  great  and  gay 

That  crowns  our  Champion's  glory 
Oh,  maj  the  bleil  aufpicious  day 

Long  live  in  Britifh  ftory  ! 
May  endlefs  honours  grace  that  head 

In  which  with  partial  hand,  Sir» 
Kind  Heav'n  a  chofen  light  hath  flied 
To  fave  a  finking  land,  Sir  I 

For  Weflminfter's  free  fons  have  fhewn, 

When  Kings  mifufe  their  ftation, 
That  Britons  rais'd  a  Brunfwick's  throne 
For  Freedom's  prefervation»    h^ 


